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Pitt and Chatham, Burke and Gladstone looked
from side to side with fixed marble eyes and an
air of immortal quiescence which perhaps the
living may have envied, the air being full of
whistling and concussions, as the procession with
its banners passed down Whitehall, Moreover,
some were troubled with dyspepsia ; one had at
that very moment cracked the glass of his spec-
tacles ; another spoke in Glasgow to-morrow ;
altogether they looked too red, fat, pale or lean,
to be dealing, as the marble heads had dealt, with
the course of history.

Timmy Durrant in his little room in the
Admiralty, going to consult a Blue book, stopped
for a moment by the window, and observed the
placard tied round the lamp-post.

Miss Thomas, one of the typists, said to her
friend that if the Cabinet was going to sit much
longer she should miss her boy outside the
Gaiety.

Timmy Durrant, returning with his Blue book
under his arm, noticed a little knot of people at
the street corner ; conglomerated as though one
of them knew something ; and the others, pressing